Author: AFieldWithoutAName 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jun 30 2013 II:50:\6 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


NA 


Author's Notes: 
This tweet inspired me. 


https://twitter.com/foofighters/status/351I92 112214153216 


Flirting, grinning eyes caught each other as the two sweaty men loaded Taylor's kit into the back of the 
shaggin' wagon. Dave then slid his guitar case in along the side. The blonde slowly swung the doors closed just 
as the brunette's hand slid up his bare spine to clasp his shoulder. He looked quickly to his left and quickly to 
his right. Nobody around. 


"This is happening.” He whispered and let his index finger stroke tenderly down Taylor's jaw, feeling the gooch. 


The blonde merely smiled and rolled his eyes before pulling his t-shirt back on. He stepped away, around the 
van to the driver's door. At the same moment he lifted his thin, sinewy body into the captain's chair, the older 
man hoisted his body into the passenger seat. He flashed the drummer another smile, giving away his 


eagerness. 


When Taylor navigated the van onto the l-5 heading north back to LA, Dave turned the radio up and searched 
for a channel. "Dude, you gotta do something about this stereo." 


"Working on it. One thing at a time. We just did the paint. Turn it off, it's nothing but noise." 


"Could make our own noise." Said Dave with a waggle of his eyebrows. He unbuckled his seat belt and leaned 
across the van. One hand slid into Tay's shorts while he nuzzled into the blonde's neck. The brunette hissed, 
"This is happening.” before he sank his teeth gently into the drummer's salty skin 


"D" It wasn't the singer attacking him that he was trying to stop. It was his silly attempt at coining that stupid 


phrase he insisted on using. 


Dave stroked a thumb over the head of Taylor's rapidly hardening member while his teeth found that 
sensitive spot behind the blonde’ s ear. Taylor shuddered and, out of the corner of his eye, saw the sign for 
exit 106. He quickly maneuvered the lumbering van to the exit ramp and pulled it into the first dark parking lot 
he spotted. A shopping center. He shifted the vehicle into park and turned the engine off. 


"In the back, now." Taylor told him. 


He unbuckled his own seat belt and slid between the seats to the large back seat. Beyond that, was the large 
cargo area made bigger by the removal of the third row of seats. Before he sat down on the seat, he pulled 
his shorts and shirt off. Taylor then lowered himself to the seat and immediately took up stroking himself. 


Dave pulled his plain, white t-shirt over his head and then unfastened his belt as he kicked off his sneakers. In 
one fluid motion, he turned Taylor on the seat and lowered his back against it. Dave knelt between the 
drummer's long legs, moving one calf to rest on top of the backrest part of the bench seat. The brunette 


bent over Taylor and kissed him. 
"You were so fucking hot tonight. | wanted to grab you and go for it right on the stage." 


"I know. | can see it in your eyes when you come up on the riser and get on your knees. Like | don't know what 
you really want when you do that. Like the majority of the audience doesn't know what you really want." 


Dave gave his pelvis a hard thrust, rubbing himself against his lover's erection "Want you. Want to be so deep 
inside of you. Want to hear you scream my name." 


As two spit-soaked fingers pushed into the blonde, he opened his thighs even wider and arched his back. One 
hand gripped the back of the seat while the other was locked firmly around the wrist of Dave's hand that was 
pressing against his thigh, keeping it open 


"Do it now, D. Ready. Fucking do it" The drummer grunted. 


"This is happening!" Dave growled as the head of his cock pushed just inside of Taylor. He squeezed his eyes 
closed and savored the glorious feeling of Taylor's warm, tight ass. 


"Oh, fucking shut up!" The blonde hissed as he reached up and took a handful of chocolate tresses and yanked 
the older man's mouth against his. He sucked the brunette's tongue into his mouth and nibbled on it, letting 
Dave know what would happen if he kept wagging it with that stupid goddamn phrase. 

This only spurred Dave on. If Taylor wanted it to be rough, well then, Dave would show him rough. He thrust 
himself so hard and so deep that the blonde screamed and arched so deeply, his head was thrown back. Dave 
used the opportunity to seize his long neck and give it a sharp bite. 

"Fuck" He howled in pain and the hand in D's hair tightened and gave a very hard yank 

"Goddamn it, Taylor!" 


They fucked hard and fast, every time Dave thrust forward, Taylor shoved his body into it and met the 
singer in loud skin-on-skin slapping noises mingled with their grunts and howls. Dave used a hand to stroke 
Taylor's cock in a frenzied rhythm that didn't quite match his fucking and that drove Taylor to the brink. 

"D, gonna come. Gonna fucking come!" The blonde panted and his chested heaved, gasping for air to fill his lungs. 
As his body shook and his orgasm took hold and wouldn't let go, Taylor howled his lover's name mingled with a 


blue streak of curses. 


Dave did not relent, however. He continued to stroke the blonde's quivering, spent cock just as he continued 


fucking him. And finally, he slowed. Taking long, sensuous strokes, he lowered his chest to Tay's and whispered, 
molasses, covering him in a sweet, delicious feeling. 
Taylor muttered. "Face it, D. ‘This is happening’ ain't fucking happening." 


Dave laughed softly and nipped at the blonde's ear. "You love it." 


